These were not the simple words of politeness, as Michaud
knew. Lina's feeling for him was one of trustful affection
that appealed to him more than her anachronistic Montpar-
nassian charm. As she puffed at her cigarette-end she asked
him how his wife was getting on, referring to her as Helene,
though she had never met her. She scarified the French
language with perfect complacency, using an abbreviated
syntax all her own, and larding her vocabulary with the
coarsest of slang, the effect of which was blunted by her
foreign accent.

e Come into the drawing room, Pierre. No, don't say
you're in a hurry, I am so furious if you don't stay.'

Despite the disorder in which Lina lived, the drawing
room was a luxurious apartment. The tapestries on the walls
were really valuable.

* What shall I do about the flat ?   Warschau, you think
what ? Put the flat in my name, and years pass and send me
nothing more to pay.    Where do I find money ?    Two
quarters behind.'

c I will do my utmost to get you allowed more time, but
I'm not on my own, and anyway, Lolivier and I are merely
agents.'

* I know, Pierre.   I see you to-day, it is the fourth time,
and already so kind.'

'Why not sell part of the furniture? It's good stuff. Sell
a quarter of it, even with three-quarters left Warschau won't
have lost on the deal. Are you a Jew ? '

* My mother a little, I say it just to you, and my father too,
I think, a little.   But I don't give a damn.   I am Madame
Lebon.'

61 just wanted to know how you stood in regard to
Warschau. If you are a Jew . . . '

' You mean he won't give me trouble ? I'm not sure. You
people you think Jews they're always sweet for the Jews.
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